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PROLOGUE 


Author's Notes: 
It's been a while since | last posted | started this story way back then, wanted to post it in 2018 and didn't 
finish it and forgot about it. | just found it back. So here's my second attempt at it, with better English and a 


brand new perspective as | am older! 


From as far as | can recall, my dad has always been overprotective towards me. | mean, | wasn't born special 
and still, he wanted to make sure he did everything right. Absolutely right. Grandma used to say « that's 
Eicca, you know. That's my son, thats just how he is. ». He was a perfectionist, still is to this day though. Just 
tend not to brag about it anymore. Plus, everyone got used to this particular trait of his anyway. 


He was so young back then and a single dad too and yet, he managed to take care of me, like the full 
responsibility of it. To bring money to the table, feed me and make sure | wasn't cold in those cold Finnish 
winters. Taught me how to speak, how to walk, how to read, how to grow up and be myself. And basically all 
the things parents usually do for their kids. | don't remember those times where he happened to struggle so 
much and things got dark for a minute. | don't remember any of that at all. Only photographs can tell what 


we've been through together though, like little bittersweet reminders of his past. You can tell, just by looking 
at them and the sparkle in his eyes, that it was one hell of a journey. 


Dad was trying to make a living out of cellos, being quite a prodigal musician helped a bit, and it was pretty 
harsh at the beginning but he made it eventually. Well, him and his band. He won't say it but | know his 
bandmates came through for him as many times as he did for them over the years because, you know, that's 
just how they act around one another and he is so well-behaved.. And | am such a daddy's girl. Sometimes 
when Grandpa brings pictures of him back in the day, you can swear there's no difference between me and 
him, like my biological mother only held me for nine months and nothing else, no physical legacy or something. 


Letting everyone wondering how he managed to provide both the egg and the seed. 


Therefore, we share some obvious features : same hair - straight, long and bright blond -, same nose, same 
full lips and same blue, pretty intense eyes. Some would add same talent but | don't think that's quite right 
actually. Same passion, same ambition to do our best. And only half his DNA, though. Half the fruit of his loins. 
As | get older, you catch a glimpse of how my mother affected me : | inherited some of her attitude, some of 


her contradictions too. 


| never knew my mother, only got to learn facts about her. She's from England and an artist too, pretty on 
the face and way beyond her years back then | know she is a bit older too. Had multiple relationships and well, 
it turned out that | was this young, careless and attractive Finnish cellists daughter via blood test. Perhaps 
they were in their late teens when they met each other, this | am not aware of. Most likely not. Her name 
was Grace, and l'm partially named after her (‘cause sharing flesh and blood with a total stranger wasn't 
enough | suppose). And | think she might be a painter now or something close. That doesn't matter. She wasn't 
ready to be a mummy and left me to my dad. He raised me to where | am now and I'm grateful for him. 


Grateful for everything that he does on a daily basis, just for me. His kid, his best buddy. 


I's quite recent that our relationship changed though. It took a turn for the.. not worst, I'd say «complicated». 
since | was involved in an accident, my life's changed too. And daddy became even more protective towards me 
as he was before. | cannot blame him, that's just how he copes with the situation. This is how | cope with the 

situation too. 


Wikipedia says my name is Eelis Toppinen, first born of Eicca Toppinen, cellist in so-called band Apocalyptica It 
also says that's I've got a penis but | know for a fact that, for sixteen years, it has been proved to be wrong 


in all ways. 


And this is my story.. well, this is our story. 


ONE 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry if there's any mistake, as usual. And enjoy.. | guess. 


Vantaa has always been this spot near Helsinki that's just so cool, even now. | know that because my dad was 
born there and he's decent in the terms of cool (as a matter of fact). But | was not and that makes a whole 


difference. 


My mum gave birth to me while on a road trip in Wales with some girl friends, on a train heading to Bath, 
England. | was only able to travel with my father one month later to Scandinavia while she went back to what 
she knew. And I've been living in Vantaa my whole life since. | know every corner of the city, every light, 
everything about it. Because that's also where | lost a part of my life too. 

| don't recall how it happened, nor when or who did it. | just know it happened somehow in the end. | was walking 
on the sideway and, when | woke up | was at the hospital with swollen eyes, broken bones and | couldn't see 
anything. Literally, everything went black and everyone started to freak out, my dad included. It's the first time 
| felt like he was actually panicking. The docs said itd be temporary though, blindness would go away as the 
exams returned clear. But it did not and now | have to live with this special need, meaning that | am special. 
How wonderful. And it's been a little over a year now, so that's a cold case. For me and my relatives, for the 
policemen, etcetera. No one has been arrested for hitting a fifteen-year-old girl with a car. No one wants to 


acknowledge the fact that a potential murderer might be roaming the streets unpunished as we speak. Noone. 


| grieved it months ago though. | know | grief different. | won't shed a tear if you talk about my mum or how 
she got to be ready for two other kids three years after | was born when she faked she wasn't for me. 
Sometimes | think she's ashamed for having a one-night-stand with my dad back in the late 40's and that it 
turned out the way it did (I'm here to remind her of her past mistake whatsoever). | grew past that, past 
being unwanted and a bit of a surprise to my father. | grew strong. | won't flinch if you tell that my mother 
died because | no longer care. | won't turn away if you show me blood ‘cause it's not mine. That's selfish and 
sometimes | am. | will only cry if something happens to my dad or his family (my baby bro and his mum). | 
love them to the moon and back. And Eicca even more, if that's possible. 


Dad cried a lot while | was recovering. Wouldn't do it in front of me because | still hear and he's too proud but 


his eyes would be bloodshot, | just know that, as he entered the room and it broke my heart to pieces. 
« We need to get out of here. » he would say. « You can't stay there, | won't stand it. » 


So we left. And he went through it all with me. From drying the tears streaming down my face the first day 
we got back home, to getting me a service dog, to learning Braille language with me and buying me the finest 
thing that would help get away with this condition Good thing is, clichés are true (at least for me) : | turned 


professional a few weeks into my disability, a professional cellist at lb, due to my increasing hearing skills ( as a 


side effet of losing another sense). And now, | can do everything like Papa. (| play where he used to get his 
lessons from and noone knows about me being his child | just play pretend and get away with it pretty well) 


« Eelis? » 


Eicca would always knock on his house's front door while | am inside. He'd put his things on the top shelf and 
let his hair down. (| can smell the scent of his shampoo when he does this) One, two, three, four steps into the 
hallway and his eyes would look around, just to make sure | didn't disappear without telling him. | would hear his 
breath, would hear his hair scratch on his shoulders as he keeps looking for me and would feel his height in 
the room because he is quite tall. And | know by the way he inhales how he smiles, if he is happy or 
frustrated or any other feeling he is feeling. Then | would sit upright on the couch and just smirk right back 


at him. It would always bring a broad grin upon his face. 


At first, he was curious. (How do you do that?), then after a while he just stopped asking. | guess he got used 
to it, its been a year already. | cannot explain how | do the things | do. | just feel it and it's like witnessing the 
whole scene and seeing it with my own eyes again. It makes it bearable. 


« | was reading. Came back home early ‘cause | felt a bit tired. » | explain « How was your day? » 


He takes place onto the sofa, consciously ignoring the dog laying on the floor nearby. He'd be close enough for 
me to sense him and too far to read his mind trailing my fingers down his face to capture every detail over 
and over again like I've been doing for the past I2 months. But | can feel his gaze on me, blue and burning with 


questions. 
« Pretty cool. » he finally lets out in that husky voice of his. « | was at the studio all day, practicing» 


By studio, he would mean hanging out with Perttu and his friend and playing Bach and Beethoven for hours 
until it's as perfect as he wants it to be, bruises and sweat included. And by practising, he'd mean that he 
went to drop off my other sibling and step-mum at the airpot to see some family to the North and rush back 


home. | can hear his taped fingertips drumming on his jeans. 
« I've been practicing too. My teacher says hi, by the way. » 


For the longest time, we've been speaking a mix between Finnish and English when together, just to match both 
of my countries | guess. When | asked him why, he couldn't give me a proper answer. So we stuck with it and 


now master it. It suits us just fine. Plus, it's quite entertaining. 


« Cool.. So what do you wanna do now? We could go take a walk or fish or... anything basically. Its just us for 
the weekend, remember? » 


« Yeah. » 


| did not though. Obviously | heard when my relatives packed for these two particular days but I've been 


focusing on one of my scheduled shows and school actually. | had so much stuff to catch up, so many 


homework and exams to pass. It's just us means that he'll have to face me and my dog for 48 hours nonstop, 
constantly reminding him of who | was and can no longer be. Quality time together, you know. But | am quite 


excited! 


If | didn't know Kirsi's, my dad's wife, full character | could've sworn she has done it on purpose. Putting us in 
no other position but to communicate fully with each other during this entire time. She's the one that always 
brags about our relationship changing lately. | mean, how am | suppose to be normal when everything | used to 
know has vanished not so long ago, literally? Have | ever been normal anyways? | mean, with Eicca Toppinen as 


my dad ? 
« Can we order burgers and ride your boat for a while? It's quite warm and sunny outside. » 


Dad seems to weight the pros and cons for a second and then agrees. « Yes, we can. But.. Does he needs to go 


with us? » 
« You mean Leicca, my service dog? » 


He has always hated that | named my pet after him but with a little twist. « | guess, | can.. do his job while 


we're away, kultaseni. » 
| giggle at his awkwardness and picture him rolling his eyes. 
« | meant, helping you out and stuff. He could stay at home and, you know, be a dog. » 


Even though we're pretty close and our father-daughter relationship seems quite relaxed and fun, there are 
many things that tear us apart. One of them being that I'm into dogs (even more now that | spend most of 


time with one) whereas he loves cats and we have two at the house. They are hiding upstairs right now. 


« | need him, just as just as | need you, daddy. » 


« Alright then.» 
Silence. 
« Can we go now? l'm starving! » 


| straighten up on the sofa, ready to get up. Dad automatically moves to my direction and gives me 
instructions so that | can move around the house as freely as possible. Place your feet there, just like that. 
Slow, take it slow. Yeah, good girl. | don't want to argue with him and say that | don't need his help, i managed 
to spend two or three hours here, without him just fine. Instead, | look at him, where | feel his heart beating. 
It's aching for me, | know. He's hurting himself thinking that there's a cure somewhere and he has to find it 
somehow. Truth is, | won't ever be able to see him or any other thing for the rest of my life. We all know 
that, he can't accept it. And surprisingly, I've got good imagination 


« Will you bring your cello?» 
« Do you want a lullaby? » he asks, faking curiosity 
| shrug my shoulders. « Why not? You used to play me one every night when | was a toddler. » 


« You can bring yours. You'll play me a song, right? I'll take the dog and make sure we won't drown and you 
play what you learned today. Sounds good? » 
« Sounds pretty decent to me. » 


« Great. » 


Next, he hands me my dog's leash, guiding us around the house to pack some stuff. 


TWO 


Author's Notes: 
It feels a bit naive or something but | really like writing this story. | think it's unusual in a sense which makes 
it special. Getting into that duo father-daughter dynamic and creating volume and traits to that Eelis is 


something that | genuinely love. (even if it's fictional, of course). 


Dad cracks a beer. He always would crack one whenever he's on his boat in the summertime. Just one though 
but the biggest can he would find in the whole convenience store, perhaps the biggest can ever too. Call him 
practical, being effective is his nature (he masters riffs that other pro musicians would refuse to play as well 
as various other instruments). That's some sort of a habit since he started driving his own boat two or three 
years ago. And a way to celebrate each time it starts without a severe mechanical problem actually. But he'll 


never go over that point without departing from his principles. 


He cheers with Leicca and it's cute to picture the scene in my head somehow. We're in the middle of my 
favorite lake ever, Vesjarvi, and | just finished sharing a cold burger with my dog while dad already ate his in 
the car : he couldn't wait till we arrived. Too hungry, he said, chewing, I'd rather think he didn't want to be too 


distracted while we're here but a beer is alright, | guess. It sets the tone just fine : chill mode activated 


I'm tuning my cell, sitting on one corner of the stern and feeling pretty peaceful this evening. The sun still hits 
my skin even in the later hours of the day. | love these longer, warmer summer days because life seems a 
little lighter during that time of the year. Everything feels lighter too, especially on a Friday night. The 
atmosphere, the weather, life in general. | get to wear my father's old vintage sunglasses that he just found 
back right before we left and my favorite sweater and | know for a fact, | turned into his mini-me way back 
circa |998 because he is acting a little distant and quiet. I've always noticed this imperceptible switch of 
behavior and don't really know the reason why. Its awesome being around here though. | can feel the wind 
blowing slightly, can hear the birds sing and the trees all around us, surrounding us too. And all of a sudden, 
Eicca's eyes on me despite the dark shades. 


« Do you need help, Eelis? » he asks immediately, as | look at him 
| shake my head no. « I'm fine, daddy.» 


« You sure?» 


« Yeah. | can do it. | do it everyday already.» 


Silence. 


We usually don't speak much when together but | know Eicca Toppinen is a talkative man with it comes to 
friends and good company. Let's say, | ain't much of that right now (or at least that's what | think and it's 
quite saddening). Otherwise he'd usually talk that Finnish slang that noone except a few close people would 
understand, would grin a lot and laugh even more - a guttural and raspy laugh that | love but he would no 
longer do -, and act goofy quite often 


When | was little, he used to drag me to the studio, to the park, to restaurants, to the lands and forests, 
everywhere and we'd have a lot of fun while playing, just the two of us. It hurts to realize that we no longer 
share this kind of simple joys and this kind of bond as well. But | guess | grew up and he grew a bit older. With 


me becoming codependent, it means that he grew a bit bitter as well. 


| put the cello down to take a sip on the iced tea placed next to me. Leicca instantly comes back to me but | 
can tell he is having a hard time focusing since we arrived, probably because of all the stuff that live 


underwater. l'm not sure. | grab my bow and adjust it. 


« It wouldve been a great day to fish too.» Dad explains, reading my mind. « Lots of fishes, you know...» 


He swallows his drink in great gulps, runs a hand through his hair and wipes his lips with the back of a hand. 
His hair tickles his shoulders and the fabric of his shirt. He said he's gonna wait until I'm over 20 to cut it a 
bit shorter than what he is used to. He wants me not to cut mine ever though. Deal made. | planned on 
growing old with it anyway, whether he like it or not. | kinda like the fact that | inherited some of his traits, it 


makes me feel like I'm legitimate to be around him, in his circle, in a sense. Or something close. 


« What are you gonna play? Have you rehearsed any classical act lately? » 
« | have. Wanna hear it? | forgot the name though...» 
While I'm pretty good at playing cello, | can't remember any name of any act at all since | got into the accident. 


| find it more difficult to recollect the title other than any specificity of a song / piece. It's a bit of a struggle 
with my brain to be honest, like it was when | had to learn how to write and read in Pistekirjoitus (the Finnish 


Braille). Hard, endlessly hard and not so rewarding in the end but | still managed to study it and now feel 
confident enough when it comes to reading and writing. As time goes by, it does get better. Docs say that as 


long | keep on practicing and doing my homework, I'm improving and | trust them. 


Dad nods and we spend about half a hour alternating songs and players. Him being the teacher and bully for a 
minute while | remain a plain student (recalling me that he used to teach children and teenagers years before | 
was born and he was just a little bit older than me) ; him being bullied by my hearing skills and all the subtle 
imperfections here and there that he doesn't want to admit he plays sometimes. And we laugh a bit, my dog 
barking at us for being too relaxed all of a sudden. It's pretty nice. 


Then, it stops and gets pretty quiet in a heartbeat. | breath in holding the air in for a second before exhaling 
slowly. Leicca tenses up at my feet. Dad gropes around his jeans pockets and checks his phone quickly. | gulp 
the end of my drink while he drums his fingers on the small screen. He finally lifts his head up, blue eyes 


staring at me or at an undefined point on the horizon. l'm not sure and it freaks me out. 


« What's happening? » | ask, my voice getting high-pitched in anticipation of something bad 


It takes him about five seconds to give me a proper answer, his voice deep and a bit off in English. « Your 


mum got in touch with me last week. » 


My mind goes blank. My mum? | know he's not talking about Kirsi, even if | tend to consider her as my own 
biological mother (she makes no difference whatsoever). What does she want? Why now? How is it possible? Ive 
got plenty of questions and not so many thoughts about it so | start crying instantly. And Dad rushes to 
comfort me, his arms all around me while | wet his clothes with tears. Strokes my hair and back. He gives the 
best hugs and | realize how | missed this.. and sob a little more. Last time he did it when | woke up and 
couldn't see a thing, back at the hospital twelve months ago. And he cried too that morning. 


« Shh, there's nothing to be worried about, kulfaseni Everything's alright. That's okay. She just.. wanted to see 


how you're doing, | guess. Nothing more. | promise. » 


| can't let go of him, grip his cloth and pull him into a tighter hug, my head against his chest, eyes squeezed 
shut. | make it a priority to inhale and exhale two times before speaking up. « Don't let her take me. » 


It takes him some efforts to cheer me up eventually. She won't, Eelis. We agreed back then, youre all mine 
sweetie. And his fingers wipe my cheeks dry and pat my back. | smell his scent and try to focus on that. Just 


that. 


If | loose my dad, my whole world crumbles down. Literally. | mean it. 


The wind blows, | shudder and Eicca says it's time to go home. We didn’t do half of our supposed schedule, 
though. Didn't even have real fun. But it doesn't seem to matter to him. He holds my hand, guiding me to the 
land and holding the cello's case while we're heading to his car. My dog stays off leash, following us. 

See? You didn’t need him. 


« But | need you. | need the same parent as before, dad. » | lets out 


